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riding beside Kopylov, continued the conversation.    He
asked in a jesting tone :                                                      *
" Well, what is it yon don't understand ? Perhaps I c&a
explain to you ? "
Not noticing the sneer in the tone of Gregor's voice and
the form of his question, Kopylov answered :                   ^
" Why, I don't understand your position in this business,
that's what. On the one hand you're fighting for the old
regime, but on the other hand you're something . . . excuse
me if I put it bluntly . . . something rather on the lines of
a Bolshevik yourself."
" How am I a Bolshevik ? " Gregor's face clouded, and lie
sat up sharply in the saddle.
t( I don't say you are a Bolshevik, but something rather
like a Bolshevik."
" In what way, I ask ? "
" Well, take your talk about the officers and their attitude
to you.   What do you want them to do ?   And what is.a^
you want at all, for that matter ? " Kopylov questioned,
smiling good-naturedly and playing with his whip.    He
glanced back at the orderlies, who were animatedly discussing
something, and raised his voice :  " You're offended because
they don't accept you as an equal, because they look down
on you.   But they're quite right from their point of view,
you must realise that.   It's true you're an officer, but it's
only by chance that you've reached the rank of officer. Even
when you wear officer's uniform you're still . . . forgive me
for  saying   so ... a   boorish   cossack.    You've   got  no
manners, you express yourself badly and coarsely, you lack
all the qualities which are natural to an educated man. F$r
instance, instead of using a handkerchief, as all cultured
people do, you blow your nose on your finger and thumb; when
you're eating you wipe your hands on the leg of your boot or
on your hair; after washing you're not too squeamish to wipe
your face on a horsecloth ; you either bite your nails short,
or cut them with the end of your sword.   Or even better:
last winter in Kargin I heard you talking to a certain woman
of the intelligentsia class, whose husband had been arrested
by the cossacks, and you stood buttoning up your flies in,
front of her. ..."                                                                *
t( So it would have been better if I'd left them undone ? "
Gregor asked, smiling morosely.